io6 in a security which does not exist, stressing those values
which are illusory and empty. I have no misgivings about
the future. In the dark days to come mohey will be less
than ever a protection against evil and suffering.
I was of course profoundly impressed by the interview.
More than anything I felt chastened. Aside from the
enigmatic reference to my not dying nothing he had pre-
dicted for my future astounded me. I have always ex-
pected everything of the world and have always been
ready to give everything. I had also, even before leaving
Paris, the conviction that I would eventually break the
vicious chain of cycles which, as he said, were usually of
seven years' duration; I had left Paris before the war
knowing that my life there had come to an end. The deci-
sion to take a vacation for one year, to abstain from writ-
ing during that time, the very choice of Greece which,
as I see it now, was the only country which could have
satisfied my inner needs, all this was significant. In the
last year or two in Paris I had been hinting to my friends
that I would one day give up writing altogether, give it
up voluntarily—at the moment when I would fed my-
self in possession of the greatest powier and mastery. The .
study of Balzac, which was my final work; in Paris, had
• only corroborated a thought which had begun to crystal-
lize in me, namely that the life of .the artist, his devotion
. to art, is the highest and the last phase of egotism in man.
There are friends who tell me that I will never stop writ-
ing, that I can't. But I did stop, for a good interval while
in Greece, and I know that I can in the future, any time
I wish, and for good. I feel under no compulsion to do
any particular thing. I feel, on the contrary, a growing
liberation, supplemented more and more by a desire to
serve the world in the highest possible way. What that
way is I have not yet determined, but it seems clear to me
that I shall pass from art to life, to exemplify whatever

